Or we pray for tufts of nebulae that shake glimmering dust from their locks, christen our foreheads with soot.
Holding out for a switch flicked in the heavens, we pray for confirmation. * An alien haunted my bedside as a child.
Its almond head, the ink-black ovals that passed for its eyes paralyzed me in them, one brackwater finger held to its subtraction-sign mouth took from me the knowledge I was alone. * June, let us each come forward and join the swelling solitudes.
Let us commune in this dark's first burning breath and experience the stars' frequencies individual in light and sound, each unique as the fingerprint's gentle sine shining their celestial voices down on us. May we not refuse their beauty which says I see you. I name you.
